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condition of his health. During those frequent visits my husband wrote me many letters, always trying to see bright-ness through the gloom, and those which show that "circumstances had depressed him too much, he would not wish to be remembered. He always blamed himself if his flame of hope burnt dimly.
11, VICTORIA SQTTABB, CUFTOST, March 1883. MY DEAB WIFE,—When I arrived the father had that hunted look as if lie had been pursued by demons of nervousness. I think even the thought of my coming had been made into causes for fear and grievance. . . I am alone while the father reads The Times before dinner ; yet I am not alone, for you are with me. My thoughts go to you and to the bright life you make around you. Here life ever seems grey, and I am a grey man in a grey world. . . Read the sixty-second psalm aloud to yourself. We never find a Worship Hour reading equal to it.
May 1883.—Yesterday I found the father waiting for me. He is tender and speaks with warmth of the doctor's kindness. He does not tell me quite how ill he was, but he lives according to Dobson's will, and faced dinner without eating any of the tilings he should not, with as firm a will as yours. Frank seems very well and full of life. He wishes you were here to understand a joke, which no one else does ! . . .
Magnus1 is the light of this home. I have just had a good game with Mm. He shouts his orders, makes Ms uncle crawl to play elephants and Mde-and-seek. The latter game was fun. When he had hid the marbles and I was seeker, if I said " Oh, where are they ? " then he could not resist but shouted with unrestrained excitement, "Here they are I55 ...
The father does not seem so well tMs morning. I believe indolence to be the central force of Ms character. I trace all to it. God save me from indolence. I believe it is fear of it wMch makes me hold to work sometimes in a way wMch tires you. . .
August 14&h9 1883.—Here I am spending the evening alone with father. He is better than I expected—he is gentle and tender, inclined to be depressed, but he talks much as usual . He won t hear of my leaving to-morrow, but I think I shall if he is as well as he is to-day. I will let you know by an early telegram. If I have to stay, will you come ? You will decide and do what is best for all things. . . Your sympathy reached me as I sat down
i His eldest nephew, then a tiny child, who died at twelve years of age.